through them and cried: "The Rulers of the Most Holy
Empire await their guests." They followed Father
Serapion into the room. At a table set for eight, the
Emperor sat opposite Euphemia. Beside die Emperor a
tall woman, plainly Justinian's mother, stood. The greet-
ings and obeisances were all easier than they had feared
they might be. The Chaplain intoned a grace and at
once left the room.

They sat to table, two to each side of the table. Theo-
dora noted that the wall decoration was a freize of the
Funeral Games of Patroklos. Sosthenes was on her right,
talking to Justinian's mother, who seemed good and
sweet, but had upon her certain marks which Theodora
had seen in her own mother, and knew to be the marks
of Death. On her left was Count Atorios, whom now
she could observe. He came from some outlandish part;
she had found him difficult to understand in the wait-
ing-room. Now that she saw him in better light, she was
deeply impressed by his face. He was pale, as though he
had been through much suffering; but she had a sudden
instinct that an extraordinary spirit was burning there,
What he was and where he came from were unknown to
her; his accent was the strangest she had heard, but she*
knew that she was beside a most unusual man, in whom
courage and beauty balanced and made something
divine.

"I am so sorry," she said, "if you find my speech
difficult."

"I don't," he said.  "When I can see a face, I know
what the speaker says."

It was strange, but certainly, she found now, that she
could understand him,

"Do tell me," she said, "from what country you

come."
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